amongst us has not thought of the little tube of morphine in his bag when watching the agony, the last hopeless struggle of a moribund patient ? Death is certain. Why prolong the torture of the patient and the suffering of his loving ones who stand around and watch his last battle ?
And yet an inner voice says : No ! To yield to the temptation would surely be wilful murder, all the more despicable because it is motivated neither by hate nor gain and would be committed without passion.
The motive is allegedly compassion. But compassion for whom ? Is it not compassion for our own fear and dread of suffering ? THE INDIAN MEDICAL GAZETTE [July, 1948 It is often whispered at the bedside of the dying : ' If I had to go through this, I 
